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You Must Be Some Kinda Drug 


Author's Notes: 
JoJo/Joeshua still fascinate me... 


Thanks as always to helena_s_renn for holding my hard! 


Watching him come or watching him sing, | don't know which | love better. 
He looks otherworldly in either case. 
Never would | have expected what this little boy was able to do to this old heart. 


| thought | was through with these little flings, the trophy hunting for the next pretty face in the latest up- 
and-coming band. I'd given it up shortly after | met her, and | didn't miss it until | laid eyes on him last year. 


Although it was his band's music that caught my attention in the first place, after | saw them on video | 


couldn't get his face off my mind anymore. 


When | met him at that party a few months later, my initial aim was only to catch a glimpse, maybe start a 
conversation, pat him on the shoulder like so many rock veterans before me and part ways. But when our 
eyes met for the first time, | knew | wanted more. To see more, to feel more, to touch more. So | raised the 


stakes and flirted with a boy who could be my own grandson 


To my utter surprise, he flirted back. Then he showed up at my hotel room, although I'd been so sure he'd 
stand me up and laugh his arse off. 


| don't know why on earth this beautiful angel feels attracted to me. He could have any man or woman he 


wants. My best years ended in the last millennium. Probably around the time he went to kindergarten. 


Most of all he seems to enjoy the company of a man who knows exactly what he's going through right now. On 
all kinds of levels. The pressure of being the singer, the poster boy everyone looks at first, as well as the 
voice that is the trademark of your band. And the constant fear that this voice might let you down. Only 10 
percent of your audience notice when the drummer or the bassist fuck up, maybe 20 percent if the guitarist 


fucks up, but everyone hears it when the singer sounds like crap. 


He's learned the hard way that - contrary to one of his most quoted lines - his voice is not an instrument 
that can be tuned and repaired on the spot if damaged. | think it scared the hell out of him when they had to 
cancel tour dates because of his health issues. It's like a sword of Damocles that you have to live with as a 


si nger. 


| know what it's like. | know what he feels like, and he seems to sense that. Sometimes | see my younger self in 
him. So hungry for life, so determined. Ready to conquer the world with his music. | know they're capable of it. 
But talent and determination aren't a guarantee for success in today's world. Hip today, gone tomorrow. People 


turn their backs on you so much quicker today than when | was his age. 


But I'm far from giving him any fatherly advice about what to do and what not to do. That's not what | 
intended to do when | gave him my room number.. | wanted his body, his masterpiece of a body, which seems 
to become sexier by the minute. Every time we meet | have the impression that he looks hotter than the 


time before. My boastful inner self likes to believe that | fucked the sexiness into him. But it's indeed a fact 


that his performance has changed a lot since we met. 


Obviously he enjoys what we do in bed. Although | can't keep up with his youthful stamina in the least, it does 
me good to know that quality seems to win over quantity for him. The light in his eyes every time we try 


something new is my biggest reward. 


Watching him sleep is another favorite of mine. For once | don't curse the urge of having to get up to pee 
every couple of hours, because it gives me the opportunity to study his handsome features for a while 


before falling asleep again. 


Big curls, big eyes - always my favorite type ever since ITT. (Forgive me, Sav, you'll forever be beyond 
compare! But you've admitted yourself that he's not like all the others before him) 


Every time we meet | tell myself it has to end. | don't want him to feel obliged to me. He's supposed to go out 


there and live his life with no remorse, do the rockstar thing and not fall in love with an old geezer like me. 


Fuck. Yes, we've fallen in love. That wasn't part of the plan. The plan was to satisfy my goddamn ego one last 
time before | hit sixty. Check if | "still got it". One little bit on the side should be excusable after fifteen years 


of marriage, shouldn't it? 
But he's addictive. 


Never before have | felt the desire to meet one of those boys for a second time. For him, | even took risks 


that were absolutely irresponsible in retrospect. 


What the hell has gotten into me? Am | just a selfish prick who just can't get enough? I've already got all | 
could ask for and more. A family, a loving wife who even tolerates that | can never let go of Sav for anyone, 


ever. | should be grateful that I've found a woman who grants me the freedom to live this parallel life. 


Why now add this game of hide and seek, the lies and cover-ups? The answer lies right next to me, smiling his 


angelic smile in his sleep. 


l'm under his spell, although it probably appears like he's looking up to me - not only literally. But he's not 
starstruck in the least. He hadn't even heard of me before when we met. He didn't stare at me like at an 
animal in a cage with this "Ohmygodohmygodyou'reJoeElliottfromDefLeppard" expression on his face. Unlike 
many others before him, he didn't want to check me off on his "Rock Stars | Want To Fuck" bucket list. 
There's a kind of purity to him in that regard. Although that's probably the only thing between us that you 


can call "pure". 


He lets go completely when we have sex. From the start, he never showed any inhibitions. | think that's what 
he likes best about our affair: he doesn't have to play a role for me (except if he wants to.) or worry about 
how | judge him. What strikes me the most is how much he trusts me. Maybe that's another advantage of my 
ripe old age: it radiates some sort of trustworthiness. Oh Lord.. 


When we talk, age doesn't seem to exist. We talk about music a lot, but interestingly almost never about our 
own bands. It's like taking a break from the world outside when we get together, and he seems to enjoy that 
fact just as much as | do. His career has reached a point where he's constantly surrounded by hordes of ass- 


kissers and liars. 


For the most part, he seems to be unimpressed by what people think of him. He's a pretty strong-willed 
person, maybe a bit stubborn and cheeky sometimes. Where have | heard that before? 


His imagination and his creativity are boundless. Although his twin brother seems to be the driving force 
behind their music, I'm sure that Josh will always pursue an artistic profession should their band ever fall 


victim to this merciless industry. 


| was so determined to end it today. It's too dangerous for both of us. And it has to stop before it gets 


ridiculous. 


But the next thing you know, he's sitting there with his smartphone in hand, his graceful fingers flying over 
the touch screen at the speed of light, typing our next date into his calendar. | saw that he used "vocal lesson" 


as a cover-up. Good one. 


| tell myself that he's still so young that | don't have to worry about stealing the best years of his life. 
They're yet to come. And one day it's going to be him that's going to end it. One day he's going to realize that 
there are more enjoyable things to do to fill your leisure time with than being the object of desire of a man in 
his sixties. 


| just can't let go yet. He tastes so sweet. So fine. So nice. 


